II

ANTI-CLIMAX

EVERYTHING went wrong with that journey. The sun sKone
until we crossed the Kweichow border, then disappeared,
not to be seen again for a period of months. Kweiyang, still
crammed with refugees, was as cold as charity, without in any
other way calling that virtue to mind. I was expecting to be
met here by the station waggon from Changsha, but it did not
materialise, and after several days of chilling boredom I decided
to push on. Fifty miles on, in a desolate vale, the front spring
gave way, suddenly and finally. The chauffeur went off to find
a village and porters to remove the baggage, and for two hours
I sat alone, while no cars passed by. Then to my delight the
station waggon came in sight, and behind it, miraculously, a
breakdown van, so we returned to the village in style, and next
morning I changed cars and set off again. The new car had
the necessary springs but not much else. The brakes were non-
existent. The tyres were shockingly worn. The horn did not
work, nor did the windscreen-wiper. It was pouring with rain,
and as we felt our way gingerly over the desperately muddy,
cruelly tortuous mountain roads, it seemed only a question of
time before we should break down again.

The second night saw us only as far as Ghenyuan, the only
town in Eastern Kweichow, and a very small one at that. We
had, however, a cheering welcome from the dealer, and as
good a meal as could be produced so late at night, and kaoliang
wine to revive our spirits. Next day we struggled on through
the rain. The lack of a horn, oddly enough, was our worst
handicap, as the roads were full of soldiers plodding eastwards,
or walking-wounded tottering westwards with their eyes on the
ground, and they never saw us coming. The only thing was to
de-clutch and race the engine, whereupon the poor fellows
scattered in a panic and cursed us from the ditches as we
splashed slowly by. Towards evening we came to a ferry where
there was a hold-up. A lorry loaded with bombs had broken
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